TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
disgusted Mrs. Mack and upset the very delicate
sympathetic and vagal enervations of her stomach.
It would have " almost made her want ..."
It didn't take long to tell the Citizen anything.
He jumped to conclusions even before he had the
data on which to come to a conclusion. This swift-
ness of mind made a coherent conversation with him
impossible, so I talked to Weary and left Birrell to
Barney, whom he had heard in song with his " fluid,
farinaceous " effort.
" Did he tell you about the lady that fell for him ?"
Weary asked, knowing that I was in the mood to
hear any scandal about the Citizen.
" Fell for him ?"
" Got madly in love with him and his social theories
and went peeling potatoes for the poor and down-
trodden until she found that me bould Citizen was
going about with a lassie that couldn't be kept down."
" Do you mean the acrobat from Hengler's with
the broken nose ?"
Weary whispered that he did, the very one. " And
it set the actress frantic. She commits suicide every
time she sees him. She has him frightened out of
his wits with her hysterics. He skips off the very
minute he catches sight of her. She is overdoing the
rescue work now to heap coals of fire on his head."
" Do you by any chance know if she was in The Hay
early the other morning ?"
" No," said Weary, " but he came into the dormitory
about half-past two and started to test his knee-jerks
with the edge of a candlestick. ' Reflexes exagger-
ated,' said he, and went to bed. We guessed there
was something up. Early to bed, don't you know ?"
"Well," I said, " if it was the Citizen's Socialist,
it wasn't coals of fire that, she was heaping on his head
but a gas oven on her own."
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